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popular folk-song ran:
Akbar is great; Akbar has no fear in his heart; tigers and lions
tremble at his approach; he is generous; he is a protector of the
poor, a Messiah comes to wipe the tears of the indigent; his
sword is sharper and brighter than the lightning, his mace
heavier and more deadly than that of Rustam; he is truly the
emperor of the world; the like of him has not walked the
plains of Hindustan before. We salute him as the greatest of all
kings.
Akbar had come into his own. Already he was a legend, a man
with a halo around his head. Hindustan had long waited for a Pad-
shah broad in outlook and plenteous in human sympathies. The
Akbar era had begun. There was no mistaking the extraordinary
qualities he was endowed with.
Religion as such did not attract Akbar. Religious men did. The
Durgah of Khwaja Mueen-ud-Din Chishti at Ajmer was a place of
pilgrimage not only for Muslims but for all those who rated spirit
above matter. Tens of thousands of the saint's devotees from all
over Hindustan gathered annually at the shrine to do him homage
and draw inspiration from his selfless devotion to God. Akbar, in
search of what Abul Fazl calls a physician of the soul, decided to
visit the holy city and offer prayers at the tomb. At this time of
his spiritual development, Akbar seemed to be groping for some-
thing; he did not know what. As is customary in Hindustan, he did
the last stage of the pilgrimage on foot. Men and women gathered
in their thousands to see an Emperor walk up to the sacred shrine
and bend his knees in submission to one who, to quote Badouni,
was "a prince in poverty, a man of God who scoffed riches to
build in himself an empire of Truth." The occasion was truly
memorable: Akbar opened the floodgates "of generosity, walked
barefoot the streets of Ajmer, fed the poor with his own hands,
listened to their grievances and ordered redress on the spot wher-
ever possible, appended to the shrine extensive lands for its
upkeep, honoured its keepers with rewards of cash and grants of
robes of distinction. Never before had Ajmer witnessed a burst of
benevolence like this. People cried when Akbar prepared to leave
after a week-long stay in the city. The shouts of "God is great"
rent the air as the Emperor, clad in white cotton, came out of the